THE TRAGIC THEATRE
I DID not find a word in the printed
criticism of Synge's Deirdre of the Sorrows
about the qualities that made certain
moments seem to me the noblest tragedy,
and the play was judged by what seemed
to me but wheels and pulleys necessary
to the effect, but in themselves nothing.
Upon the other hand, those who spoke
to me of the play never spoke of these
wheels and pulleys, but if they cared at all
for the play, cared for the things I cared
for. One's own world of painters, of poets,
of good talkers, of ladies who delight in
Ricard's portraits or Debussy's music, all
those whose senses feel instantly every
change in our mother the moon, saw the
stage in one way; and those others who
look at plays every night, who tell the
general playgoer whether this play or that
play is to his taste, saw it in a way so
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